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Still | stand 


Author's Notes: 
In my defense, the image of Lars carrying a coat over his shoulders like "The Little Match Girl" was adorable! 


It was a cold autumn evening, one of those days when the wind blew colder, countless withered leaves covered 
the walkways of New York like a coat.. and the fridge resembled the Sahara desert: miserable and godforsaken 
In a word, empty. 


Lars, furrowed brows and a grayish cover resting on his shoulders, idly got out of bed and went to close the 
window, shivering as a cold gust of wind caressed his face. 


He looked out, his gaze searching for something.. but nothing out of the ordinary was in sight. All he could see 
was the same old sky, the neighbors walking the dog, the trees shaking. 


With a long sigh, the Dane dragged himself to the couch and there he sank into its worn-out cushions, 
grabbing the zapper from the floor. He channel surfed for a while before he stopped caring about it and 
reached for the cover he left at his own feet. 


"the award-winning band, whose success has been rewarded by eight Grammy Awards won and over ZO million 
records sold worldwide, was inducted into the Rock And Roll Hall Of Fame last night." reported a pretty blonde 
journalist of MTV. 


Lars glanced lazily at the television, but only when he saw a familiar face he turned up the volume. His eyes 
brightened up and a grin colored his face. Right then, the front door opened and James entered the living room. 
It was a little flat, the kitchen was one with the living room and the bedroom. They didn't really miss anything, 
though. 


"James! Come here!" the Dane exclaimed. James threw his overcoat on their bed and rubbed his own sore 
shoulders, walking to the couch. He kissed the head of his lover and went grab a beer from the shopping bag. 


The blonde, still confused by his beloved one's excitement, glanced at the screen when he came back. 
"Look, it's Dave!" he squealed with happiness. 


James tossed a bag of popcorn in front of Lars and sank next to him, observing his old band mate giving his 
thank-you speech surrounded by his new pals. Well.. it was over thirty years Metallica had dumped him. 


Ime fles, he thought, opening his beer. Lars's crunching took him back to reality. 
"How was work?" Lars mumbled, absorbed in Dave's soliloquy. 


‘Same as usual" the blonde mumbled, sipping his drink. His hand went to rub softly the other's head as the 
redhead went on, holding high his black and gold statuette. 


"And last but not least, Id like to thank my old band mates, James Hetfield and Lars Ulrich, for firing me back in 
the days." Dave laughed hoarsely. "We recorded this kickass demo under the name of Metallica but our then label, 
Metal Blade, was unable to cover the cost to publish it so this weird guy from NY offered us a record deal. We 
traveled all the way to New York on a shitty van and almost died a couple times. However, when we finally 
arrived the guy was sent back to jail! Turns out he's on bail So yeah We were all stressed Me and James fought 
and Lars sent me back to California on a fucking bus. | was so angry but hife went on, | created Megadeth and. 


man, who would've imagined to achieve all this" 


When the service was over, Lars switched the TV off. He felt James stiffen a little when the redhead spoke 
those words and laughed. Lars didn't really care about it, he was happy for their friend, but he knew James 
must have felt a nobody. It was his pride calling him back to his old habits.. it was not Dave's fault, nor his. 


"Hey! Why did you turn it off? Its baseball time!" James protested. 
The brunette faced him and stroked his knee, leaning back against his boyfriend's chest, the coat now on their 


shoulders even if James was wearing a tank top. Fucking Californians, always fucking hot, Lars thought, rolling his 


eyes. 


"C'mon James. Since when do you give a shit about the championship?" 

James shrugged and drank some more. "Got nothing better to do. Why? Do ya got anything fun in mind?" 
A pert smirk was painted on the blonde's face when Lars eyed it. He sighed and looked into his eyes. 
"You know | love you." 

He could see his own reflection into the blue of James's irises. 

"Yeah. | love you too" he replied, smiling as the Dane sat in his lap. "And you're totally free to show me." 


"This thing with Dave and Metallica.. you know it wasn't your fault—" Lars went on. After a second, a hand 


rubbed his cheeks and the smirk quickly turned into an annoyed expression 

"Not again. Lars, please. I'm serious. l'm beaten tonight" 

The Dane cupped his boyfriend's face in his hands and kissed softly the corner of those pouty lips. 

"You know, | don't really get why do you regret it." he whispered sadly. "We had the time of our lives, back in 
198l. | don't care we didn't achieve what we promised ourselves to. Maybe it wasn't meant to be. Dave is such 
a good player but Metallica-" 

"Stop it. Please. It was stupid. Metallica could've never worked, it was just a way to kill some time." 


A thumb stroked his cheek. 


"James Hetfield, you can lie to me and to yourself as long as you want, but your eyes are an open book. And 


when five minutes ago Dave was on the screen.. | know the way you feel." 


"Do you?" James turned his head in one move, like he was burnt by Lars's words and touch. His gaze traveled 
out of the window. "Because I've been feeling so lonely lately. So stuck, stupid and frustrated from what could 
have been, even after thirty fucking years. l'm.. stuck. And our fridge is always empty. We live in this shithole 


and.. fuck.. | can't even take care of the only person | love." 

James let his fingers sink into his locks, shaking his head. 

"| failed, Lars. | failed you. Where's our dream gone? We're here, eating popcorn and drinking beer and he's 
entering the fucking Rock Hall like it's a stupid stroll down the sidewalk! We should've been there." He paused. 


"Just imagine." 


A sob broke his voice. 


Once again, the brunette turned gently his head till watery blue eyes met hazel ones. 


"James... | know it's gonna sound fucking corny, but | couldn't be richer than | am now. Really. | have you, a 
fucking moaner who drinks all my beer and kisses damn well" James wiped the tears off his and Lars’ face and 
smiled sadly. "If | even could go back in time, | wouldn't change anything. | would move to California again. | 
would publish that ad on The Recycler again. | would hire you - more like begging you to start a band with me 


- again. | would." Lars licked his lips and smiled. "| would fall in love with that sexy brat again Every day of my 
life." 


James smiled helplessy, crushing his forehead against the brunette's. 


"Well, when you put it like that.. You know, | was about to walk out there" he said, pointing at the front door, 
"and go be a great rockstar before you told me that." 


The Dane shook his head as the tip of his nose met the blondes, stroking it tenderly. A hand tugged the coat 
over his and James's shoulder and soon enough, his beloved one was kissing him and stroking his body 


passionately. 


"Oh no, you're not going anywhere." Lars chuckled between one kiss and another. "The world can wait" 


